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Whe sound of the stage horn flowed in
‘$weet mournful carrents in and out of the

t them up apd tossed them back and
forth through the forest, and they ran in
dong, silvery eddies up the turnpike, and
over the meadows, and across the orchards,
till they reached the ears, and stirred the
hearts of the quiet little village of Wood.
s«ock, whose furm-houses sat in the valley
at the foot of a long chain of hills, like u
mpun of pilgrims gathered to worship
before ia shrine of a vast temple. Tt was
Jjust at sunset, and somchow those long,
mournful minor tones scemed the fitting
close of the day'sservice—that autumn day
which had arisen on the m untain in gar-
ments of sunshine, and marched through
the hoursin beanty and rejoicing, a living
s Glory to God!" the Creatorof its good
and perfect gift.

But it was a day frausht with dread and
forebeding to thousanis of homes and hearts
in the land, for ‘*ae voice of war was
abroad in the carth, and mothers had strain
wd their brave sons for the last time to their
boscms, and scen them go furth to battle,
and husbands and fathers had laid aside
the plow and the seythe, and sheuldered
their muskets, and taken their lives in
their hands for the suke of freedom, and
in the name of the God of battles.

Bo deep shndows lay an the quict coun-
try thresholds of almost every home in
New England that autumn day, and al-
most every hearth-stone was an altar where
anxious, loving hearts sent up a ery to
God fir their beloved. Mrs. Paliner, wife
of Deacon John Palmer, of Woodstock,
atood in the wide, old-fashioned kitchen of
the dingy, yeHow farm house, which she

ht her husbund on  her marriage
g She was an ample, motherly.
nt-fiuced womaun, whose whole physi

yognomy  corresponded  with  the room:
Strings of red peppers and rows of driel
apples were testooned along the ceiling,
while a swingingz-board, fustened to a benm
which divided the hall overhead, was bur-
dened with herbs and berries, hawms, dried
beans, seeds, und a wotley variety of do-
mestic wares.

Mrs. Palmer’slife had slipped over its
Giftieth swummer, and her black hair was
thickly si with gray, and there were
limes about her forehead, and the swile in
her faded eyes had something soriowful
about it, for Mrs. Palmer had wulked with
grief many times ; and of the ten fuir boys
and girls who had been gathered to ho
matetdal heart, only two remained to her
dd age. It was nsmall famil> ander the
roof of the old gray homestead on earth,
but a larger one in that golder upper
hume)mlb"whuw blessed threshold is nev-
er darkened by the shadew of death.

ML;"l’aJ:w:r paused as her car enuzht
the faint sweet echoes of t e stase lovn,
and she depusited balf' a dozen teeshly
boiled doughuuts in the pau on the table,
murmuring to herselfl “ Now, fur all the
world, if that isn't the maii coming in !
Who knows but what there may be some
wewd frowm Reuben 7 Ah! if “you had
beard how her voice lingered over the
wame, you would have kinown she was his
mother.

“ I wonder if that hoy'll take any sort of
care of himself,” continued the fond moth-
er, dexterously convolving several strips of
ﬂt'uﬂ ing them in the lurge iron
kettle which hung over the fire filled with
bﬂ“h‘lg fat, which indignantly snapped and
sputtered at their intrusion.

“If there was a fray, he'd be sure to be
foremost, for he al'ays was poking his head

into all sorts o' danger, and never scemed
to fi uite 8o content as when there wasa

chanee. 0% getting his neck off his shoul-
ders. .

“T mever could exactly sec where he got
his hatam-scarum turn, for his father was
ﬂ’.,ylt sober-minded man ; but it was ama-
gin’ how he'd be sartin to come out straicht.
F'never had an easy hour for the first ten

ears of his life, for fear he'd be brought

e with: bioken limbs; but arter he'd
gone through with what would kill a doz-
ewardinary ehildren, 1 kinder gave up. |
«<oncluded he bore a charme! life, ;
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Mrs. Palmer broke down here, and she sat
down on the old oaken chest, and wiped
her eyes on the corner of her check apron.

Light warblings of some old psalm tunc
fluttered down the stairease, and then the
door opened and a pleasant looking girl burst
suddenly into the room.

Rebecea Palmer was twenty-two, and the
sight of her bright yonng face was like a
picture rejoicing the eyes. She was not
beantiful, but her cheeks were full of the
Elovlr l;)f youth, and the richness of perfect

ealth,

“Well, child,” said Mrs." Palmer, taking
her kettle from the erane, “you just bustle
round spry and get up supper.  Your fath
and the men wili come home clear tucke
out, for they've been fellin trees all day, and
we must get a hearty meal for ‘'em. You
slice np some ham, too, and fry a dozen
eges, while I fix up some short cake.”

“Mother, did you hear the sta. e horn ?”
asked Rebecea, us she luid the cloth she
had spun with her own hands for the sup-

r.

“Yes, and 1 was kind of impressed there
was news from Reuben.”

“I wonder whxt keeps futher so 2" remark-
ed Rebecea.

Likely as not he's gone round to the tav-
ern, to learn if there's any tidings from the
army.”

Another half-hour throbbed itsclf away
in the pulses of the great old-fushioned
clock in the corner, and both the women
had begun to grow ulured at the deacon’s
prolonged absence, when they caught the
click of the gate lateh,and his heavy tread
alonz the footpath.

They saw him stop, as usual, at the
woo 'en trough at the well, and wash his
hands there, and then he came into the
kitehen.

“Why, father,” began Mrs. Palmer, with
a little witely admonition, * what has ke pt
you so long? 1 ra'ly began to be scared
about you."

“Aund the supper’s ahout burnt to cin-
ders,” added Rebecea, who was in some-
thing of a hurry to get the table cleared in
time forsinzing school.

The deacon w. 8 a square-built, sun-brown-
ed wan, with sh.u;_:y eye-brows and weath-
er-beaten fice. e came toward the table
with a slow groping movement, which nei-
ther of the preocenpied women notieed,
and he cleared his throat twice Sefore he
B'Iml- e,

“ [ was detained a spell on some matter
of my own;'" and Mrs. Palmer and Rebeeen
at once concluded that he alluded to some
bargain with a neighbor.

“Don’t you see the chair there, father?"
asked Rebecea; for the old man stood still
as u statue betore the table, though his
duughter had just placed his seat at his
elbow, and now hesat down withoat speak-
ing a word,

Why, hasband, T do balieve you're dent
to night!  You haven't tuken your hat off,”
exclaimed Mes. Palmer.

“Don't, wile, don't;” and the old man
laid his straw hat on the floor beside him

The two women beat their heads rever-
ently over the board, waiting for the dea-
con to invoke his costomary blessings up-
on the meal, but no soand broke the still-
Ness,

Mrs. Palmer glanced up at her huasband
His head, too, was bent over his plate ; and
a stream ol canllediche falling on his
faca, revesled it ﬁlll.\' to her g oe

ol something bhas ha
to nizht,”
breathlessly searching his faco.

out ef the old man's lips, and buth the wo-
men erew white as they heard ir.

“Oh, what isit, father? do tell us ! flut-
tered up the frightened voice of Rebecea.

Mrs. Paliner vuse and went to her hus-
band and lnd her shaking fingers on  his
hard hand.

“Oh, John, it ain't anything about Reu-
ben?” She eried out the words as one wight
if o sword had struck saddenly into his
heart.

Reboeca had set still at the table, her
sweet face struck white witly

parents ; but now she sprungup, and lll'll]l

ped down on her kuees atthe deacon's feet: |
* Oh, father, do say it 1sn't Reuben ! and |

her voice was like her wother's.

{ Puritan minister, but beneath some stateli-

ness and austerity of manner beat a heart
where were all fair und fragrant blossoms,
and golden fruits of oharity and love ;n
heart in whose pleasant amly Eoodly paths
the angels love to walk with their shining
fuces, and of whom they wroge, “Of such
ig the kingdom of heaven.” -

The minister found the familyin thekitch-
en where we left it utterly erushed down
by gricf, which expressed itself neither by
moans nor tears.

Mrs. Palmer sat in the large arm-chair
before the fire, where her husband had

laced her, the crimson light fluttering over
Eer fuce, which scemed frozen to stone,
and her tearless eyes fastened in a blank
gaze on the wall; and it was well, perhaps,
that alarm for her reason or her life had
somewlat « iverted the thoughts of the dea-
con and his daughter from the dead to the
Iviz g, though it secmed to the minister that
the last hour had done the work of years
on both of them.

“My friends,” said the minister, speak-
ing in his deep, solemn tones, “I should
not have come into your house of mourning
to-night, feeling that the Lord could speak
to your hearts better than I, remembered
that it was twenty-four years ago this very
month when you brought Reuben up to the
altar to dedicate him to his God, and T felt
that 1 had a right and title to come.” And
those words unlocked Mre. Palmer’s face.
She turned suddenly to the old man as
the vision of that Sabbath morning rose
and walked up its long path of years and
stood befire her,

“I see him ! [ see him !” she sobbed out, |
“with the little brov n eurls a dancin’ round |
his face, and the merry brown eyes blinkin'
under them. My little Renben ! he was
the sweetest bahy that ever gladdened a
mother's heart,and [ was so proud of him,
and | thought God would spare him to be
the staff of his mother's old age, beeause |
had given all the others to him.  Oh, Par-
son Hunter, it can't be true that I shall
never look into his face again, never hear
the sonnd of his voice! that he's lyin off
there on the battle-field, wnd his mother
was not there to smooth away the har
from his forchead, or give him one kiss
when he looked ap tur her fuce for the
last time!”

The old man sat still, overwhelmed by
this mighty burst of a1 mother's asony.
He closed his eyes for the tears that fil-
med them, and fele that for her he had
neither help nor consolation.

“The Lorl zave;and the !ord hath taken
away; blessed be the name of the Loed!”

The low solemn tones of the preacher,
searcely above a whisper, Fell into the
hearts of the hearerss and stilled them, as
man's never ¢uld, as only Guod's can Bless
ed Bible, words which we read over in the
worning lesson and evening service, und
never know the fallness and richness, the
depths of meaning there are in them, till
sowe awlul sorrow of our own touches the
springs, and then we go'in, and lo ! these
old familinr posuees are like stately rom
vesting on massive pillars, and earnished

and adorned  with ail fair and  beautiful
thing:; or they arise before us Lke gardens

filled with trees, whose branches are bur-
dened with fnl*i and purple fruits;, whose
winds are full of the breath of sweet flow.
ers, and whose silenee is stirred by the

{ soul may walk and be refveshed.
ppuned to yon |
: 3 | .
she said, leaning forward aud | must come this tine

| shall tuil you—when uo human words ean
A deep convalsive sort of groan heaved |

vol ¢ of soft fulling waters; amid which the

Oh, reader, tor you, too, sooner or later,
when all l-x't‘lhi}' lu-Iln

be of avaid or healine: to you, and in those |
silent and awlnl sorrows, when uni_\' th--i
voiee of God can .-in-.nk to the hea, you I
too may find whatit is to have the windows |
of the promisciupened. and your soul shall .l
sit down under their blessed shadows aud |
be healed. i

Days passed away. A young man walk- |
ed along the eountry road slowly and wea-

| rily, leaning upona stout oak staffs his faec

wonder and |
fear, and her brown eves fastencd on her |

wus ghastly white, and he wore the blue
un.form of the ¢ ‘ontinental<.”  He had a
tervible wound in his right shoulder, and |

had been left on the battle field for dewl. |

I He o wened the back orate .~nEI|\'. and vt .
I

all about him—at the wood pile in one eor-
ner of the groat _\.ll'li near the sunflower

‘l.!ll‘-:.'-l.:l“\',"-'. amd the small uinee trees, which
deacon’opened his lips, but eould not speak. | grew on one side of the old  brown

hione

He took the kands of his wife and his | stead of Deacon Paliner. '

cild, and covered them with his own tem- |

bling ones.

Suddenly the kitehen doar apened, and

“Oh, Lord, havemercy on us ! | Rebecea Palmer came out of the door with

groaned the stricken wan, and then they 1:: tin basin in her hand, and the man's

klluw.
Mrs. Palmer crept up to her husband,

“Jest say my hoy isn't dead, father. 1
cann t bear to hear anything else.”

And the deacon made no answer : but
the great tears feil down his furrowed
cheeks, and it was enongh.

The tidings of the disastrous battle at
Long Island, which slosed the summer of

_. % Bless his heart ! my brave, handsome
bey mever gave his mother a cross word
in*theworld ; aud I saw the tears a shin-
#n’ under his Jashes that mornin’ when he !
kissed me good-by, afore he started for the
yhough he talked so bold and cheery |
n"ﬁl coming back a cap'n or acolunel.
o Poor tellow ! | hope he won't get the |
\ewinatis campin’ out at night, and they |
say. they have to put up with fare such as
we wouldu's bave the tuceto offer to a smart
d:l?}- ;L wish I eould doup a paper o' these
doughiuts for the boy, he al'ays was fond
;):’em. _D@Ei;,mc! them cukes are burn.
o dipping ber large tin ladle into the
%’P&, ‘“but it al'ays flustrates me
n L get o thinking o' Reuben.—I'm
er said to me: ¢ Miss Palmer,

metimes o' what Parson Hunt-
you musn't
wh‘m of your son. He belongs to
the Lord" T know it's true as Scriptur’, hut
188t belp thinkin’ the Lord"ll show mar- |
By 00 my  weakness, cos he's all I've got,
and after a great many struggles I've given
to Him ; but my very life is
that and if anythin

n e
hould h o ?}od knows 1t woul
w&% 011? i:'oill&'l b::;'b.!'l 'And :

1776, had filled the fand with mwourning,
for thousands ot widows and orphans had
been made in that terrvible hour when so
many brave Americans lay dead on the bat-
tle field, and the news of the successful
skirmish which took place the following
month near King's bridge, in New York,
was everywhere hailed with gladness and
gratitude, and the little village of Wood-
stock bore its part in the goneral rejoicing
on that autwmn night, when the stage first
brought in the tidings,

The deacon’s family was the only onein
Woodstock to whom the news brought

any sorrow, for it was in this cngagement |

that Reuben had fallen. He was a great
favorite throughout the village, and every
heart was filled with sadness when it thought

on that bright handsome face lying stark |

and rigid on the battle field.

It was lato that evening whon Parson Hnn-
ter entered the stricken house, for friends
and neighbors feared to introde on its aw-
ful grief. But the tender hearted old
winister could not rest till he had ecarried
the swoot balm of his love and faith iuvto
their broken hearts.

Parson Hunter was a tall, white-haired old
man, a fine representative of the stanch old

and whispered i a faint, broken voice, |

figure stealthily, and stood still a moment

| hers,

heart leaped as he heavd lier say, in her |
quick way ; _
“ Never mind sprinklin' them clothes, |

| mather, I'll attend to it assoon as I've hunt- .

ed up a few o' them winter pears to stow
for supper,” aud he saw the light rapid
figure hasten round the corner of the house |
to the old pear tree justin the edwze of the !
pasture, which he remembered climbing so
many times in his boyhood, and amid whose
branches he had gathered the fuled hird's
nests every fall.  He followed the quick

Just outside the bars, aud she did not see |
him, for her back was turned, and she drop-
ped down on the yellow grass, and was
searching amid it for the frait which the !
wind had shuken off, |

"”r[‘k_\.‘, ”l.‘rL_\‘, | say ” i

 he turned quickly, and as her eyes fell |
upon his fuce a ghastly palor erept over |
She covered it with a shrick, not
loud, for it seemed to lie for very terror in
her throat.

“Why, Beeky, do look up hiere! Now,
havn't you got a b tter welcome than this
for your brother when he's come back from
the dead like?”

But she cowered eloser down in the rass,
and moaned and shivered like leaves in the
old pear tree.

“See here, now, what on earth ails yon!
If you take me for a spirit, jest look up
and U'll be able to convinee you I'm honest |
flash and biood yet.”

He lifted her up with one arm, for she

was too weak betwixt fright and wonder to |

resist; but the old familiar hearly tones
half assured her,

| make out what had kv[;l you

{ looking him full in the fuee—a look that
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She lifted her face from her hands and
looked at her brother a momernt with a
strained, wild Elnum; then the glad truth

broke into her heart, for the hazel eyes had
their roguish glance, though they were set
in a pale, wasted face.

“Oh, Reuben, Reuben, I thought it was
u ghost!” and she fell upon his neck with
a wild sob of joy.

It was lon {efom he could get her to
talk rutiounlﬁr. She would throw herarms
around his neck, and, hugging him tightly,
murmur such tender werds over him be-
twixt sobs an1 laughter, as Reuben Palmer
had not heard since he lay o babe in his
mother's crib.

“You precious darlin’ fellow, have you
really come back to us alive? Bless your
heart, how white and cha 1ged youare! Oh,
Reuaben, darlin, is it really you, or am I
dreamin’

And at last she grew calmer, and was
able to tell her brother of that terrible night
when the awful tidings came of his death,
and how they hadn't one of them smiled
since, and how, though his mother tried to
“tear up,” every one who looked in hor fuce
could see thut her heait was broken.

And then both the young man and the
maiden sat down on the grass and wept as |
though they were little ehildren.

At last Rebecea rose up. “Oh, what
will mother say! You must come right
iuto the house, Reuben- only p’rap's 1'd
better break it to her slow like, for she's
wenkly now, aud the sudden joy might kill
her,  Oh, there's father!”

| ingin groups, sometimes in showers, and

And they saw the old Deacon come slow-
ly into the yard nd alight from his horse
Just before the barn door, and remove the |
heavy bags of flour from the animal’s back, !
tor the old man had just returned from the ‘I
mill.

“We'll goand tell lim first.  You just
keep around the corner of the barn, and Ll |
break the news,” eried Rebecea. I

She came panting up to her father just |
as he was leading the horse into the barn. |

“Oh, say, father, I want to tell you— |
something’s happened!” |

The old man turned and looked into the |
cager face of his duughter, and his son, |
stunding a little way off, could sce the
chinge which the last two weeks had
wronzht in his fuce,

“Well, what is it my ¢hild 77

“You'll beso glad, father, and yot—I
can’t tell it.  Oh, Reuben, do come here, |

And he came out. “Father!”

The vague superstitions which almost all
country people held at that period of ghosts
who haunted their own homes and visits
wile by the dead to the living, at once
sted even to the well balanced mind
of th dhaeon the possibility of his gon's |
spirtt returning to him,

He turfied white as his ehild had done,
tut he did not speak, and Rebeeea eried |
out, *“Don’t be afeared father. It isn’t |
whosty but Rluben'’s own self, and he wasn't |
dead us we all thoneht,” |

Oue lone, j_;l'l'L‘dj‘ gl.‘l!l(‘l.', and the futher
knew his child.

“Oh, Reaben, my son Reuben, the Lord
be praised!”

And the futher and the son (vl upon
cach other's neeks, like Jacob and Jos ph
ol old, and wept. |

“We must break it to mother easy, chil- |
lll‘!'ll, or it'll sartain kill her tor _| A " osuid |
the old wman, vizorously wiping his face
with his '[-I.H'k--l hankerchief

So it was arvanced that Deacon Palner |
should zo in and break the joytul tidings |
to his wife according to his Lest judgment. |

The trio went up to the house; Deacon !
I'nllu\'i' entered the L;ll']il'“. and his chil- -
dren stood  just outside the door, where |
they could hear every word,  Mrs. Palwer |
waus slicinge some spples into a woolden bowl [
She did notlook up as her husband enter
ed; all these long weeks she
with her houschold duties ear tully and
assiduously 2s ever, but with a face which
rrew INI-I"' [l:l[l' and p.ntil nt cvery ll-l} — |
more like the faees over which the [LAVEETE
vvow and the winds walk.

“Well, Beeky,” she said, I couldn't |
" \hllll‘\'v b (L] I
a heap o' time huntin® them pears.”

All the Life had gone out of her voice ;
it was as tall of griet amd paticnce as her
face

“lt'e me l!mt]l-.'l‘, not ]'n't‘l._\': I've juast |
got home from ghe Iui”, and U've lLcerd
good news.”

BU

]l.h' e on

“ What Kind o' news, futher?" with
scarce ly a faint stir of interest

“Ahem—well, this was frov, tlo army.” |

The old woman siched “*Ihien th
Lord's “iven us another Vicluly over ol
enciny.”

“Wall, not that exactly. It's somethin'
thut consarns us more nearly—somethin' |

that'il give yon more juy, mother,”

Poor ol man!  He was internally eon.
gratulating himselt on the taet and diser
tion with which he had approachied Lis
PII‘IJI'!‘I; but he could not Ll-r;- a tone of tri
umphant gladness out of his voice, and he
was not astute envugh for a woman's quick [
intuitions.

“John,” she said, turning round and

fuirly staggered him—“have you heard any
thing about Reuben?'*

“Wall, yes, it did consera him—" He
broke down here.  “Reuben, come in and
let your mother see for hersell,”

“Mother!”

She gave one long greedy look as his |
shadow [fell over the threshold, S
comprehended ot &ll in that glanee, and
stretched out her arms as he rushed |
ward; but they ouly elutched at the
for before she conld gather him 1o lor
heart she had fallen to the floor.  Her son
that was dead was alive again, but the
mother’s joy was more than her heart eould
bear. But the color soon came o her fa
ded eheeks, and at eventide on that happy
day was heard in good Deacon P lmer's
house the voice of praise and thanksziving |
to Him who in his wisdom “taketh away, |
but in merey “restoreth :l:_:-niu L |

- -y - - |

The man who “left his traces in' the

pand"” sold the balavce of the harness.
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| tdlen snow-lalos,

| thieir ex stenes, their recorded mumleers and

| i ler ‘.lili‘l' sixteen of these hodies nre e

| projected four fect abave the surfics of @

| ments aver o regton of tldety miles g are

| world nre

[ 1ty

| descent.

{ new chemical element, but econtain
[ sane as found distributed in the erust of the

[ This peculiar eolor of the external erust

Aerolites.

A writer in the Boston Traveller gives
the following interestiug aecount of the
visits of aerolites to onr world :

Aerolites, as the derivation of the word
implies, are masses of stone, which de-
sceud to the enrth from the regions of our

stmosphere.  They are always apparenily |
enveloped in a “swiftly moving fiery globe |

of considerable maguitude, which explodes
with great noise, und hurls"its stony con’
lents over large tracks of our globe, In
some iustances the globs hns pus ed into
our atmosphere aud out again without ex-
plosion and without leaving any residum.
Lhey are solitary in their fight, and their
fall Is confined 1o no geograplical loeality;
nor do they descend fiom any particular
regivns of the heavens, pursue sty common
direction, or appenr AL uny particular sea
eon of the yenr. They traverse, usually,
large arens in the sky, and are wvisible for
some time, and over a vast extent of terri
tory.

So far as our knowledge of them ex-
tonds, their appearance aud course are
wholly fortuitous. Meteors, with which
aerolites mie often confounded, aro a class
of natural phenomena entirely distinet
from aerolites, They nre commonly known
As nlmming stars, from their resemblance 1o
eolor and maguitude to the fived stars, from
v hence they appear to proceed.  They are
uf regulur penivdical  ocemrrenes, de-cend

colne from particulsr regions in the hea

fens, 'I'itﬂ'\' are visible Lut for 2 very short |
tiie, describe but a small we in the sky, |
wiel e seen over s very =il extent of |
tertitory.  They muke no noise and 'emve
no depoait, (i‘l.e-'\' are well known to Le of
i havmless ehinerer, and exeite but little

moere euriosity in their appearance than the

But the teralic grandeour of & solitary
aerolite moving with planciary velocity in
our very midst, exploding with the noise
of many thanders, and hurling ** hail of
iron globes™ il SO masses over our
glube, is ealeuluted to awnken in the brest
-;fv\'.-r_v ong feelings of awe, il :]lu-iu
and abiding interst in these bodies,  The
destruetion which theg ara enlenlnted o
produce, sand the four memormble instanees
of mortals eruslied o death in their full,
tinges their interest with teelings of mel
ancholy a i terror,

The danger nppre
heuded

from cometury  eollision—baodies
toving in striet obodience to an inexorable
luw, aud of light and vipary substance gen
erally—is nothing compured with the pos
sibility of the descentof an acrolite wt m d
day, from a elearsky, carrying devastation
in its course, No warninge 'lnr--u--h-n il=
Suining, sod the swilluess of s Jdeacent pre
clu'!l"\ L l!lt!.

When it is considlered that three-fourthis
of the =uifuce of tle ;_r_,'.;|u- 15 coverad with
water, itto wlhieh these bedies may fall

unnoticed, and without leaving any trace of

the destruetivn they hinve produced on s lisni-
tedd ot o Fatw solid s fues, may be consideg
vl comparstively great. The earlie-t record
ed fiil of aerolites is o the Clinese
From the veur G#4 before our era, Lo 333

gistered as hinving fallen; while the Gr. ek
and Roman authors mention ouly toar dur
g thos peniods. The grent mnss whieh fol
burning 463 13, Q. on Fros Potamos, 1=
the most cels brated of ||.'.:.!:|:. ¥ It is e
seribiedd i sis being s lirgro as two il stones
i Hluambaoldt --x;nln--:-'\ i apd

notwithstanding the  |ijee
the Thracian

found,

An acrolite in the begiuninge of the tenth

.

on that,
i '.‘ AL h _\v-t|~,

acrulite mass may vet be

| another Jdistant place.
|

century fell into the mver at Nurni, and

water hike s huge voek; and n Mongalian
ridition s extant, that . roels fory feel in

l]"|;|lt feil from lleaven on :u]]:un nenr

|

[ the great Yellow river in Ching,  In 1803 {
Clarge aeroiite exploded an Nonmandy, in r
Frae ee, and seattered thonsnnids of 11s i i\

Upwards of two hiandred tistances of the

fall of these oabies in diferent

prts of the

recorded, [t st le rem i keand

ol

twt even the lwrgest of the mnsses Longd
whethe'r in anerent romodern tines, are |
bt frggoe es of the arigiead Lefire thie ex
[Murstomn, ey linve  Leen \.‘-.-l:-:_\' enlt
Ao in sige, belore burstioe, from a few |
| hundred feet to severnl miles, Thoy Ap |
pronch, s even excead the magnitude of |
e sinadiest of the asteronds, whiweh is esti

mated wt o abe ut five miles in dimeter,

Llie aeroltie winss is usually warm, <ome-

times  heatd when it
Fliey all extiibit s gencoral idens
i externnl form, the

color of the erust, and the

oo great degres,

lrst falls.

chinrncter and
chemical eom

position of their principal constituents, with

uk regard to the epochior the place of their
It is j'|-.|,|}‘ constdered a singular ]
and striking fact, that aerolites contam no |

the

earth,  When first found they have n thin |
Llack brillinnt conling, oceasionally veined |

was noticed by the ancients, and tliere is
but one recorded instanco wlhere it was
wanting.  The interior of the wnss is usu-
nlly of a hight gray color—ilie prosence or |
abisénce of certain chomieal slements, which
compose these bodies, varying the degree
Ol conor,

Within the present eentury, three great
aeroli'es have alteacted the

atenbion of the |

I""'l'l"‘ of New j"_n_-_:. ad,  The Iir-.l, whiel
eXploded near “"--!wh, Comnectient, Dac,
14, 1807, w |-'.l|"--|'-j.-|’l of elubiornte enl

Chiiation ||_\ the cetebiented D, Bowdit h, in

s geometeical sl num mieal relations, The
.

ettreine himits of s ]

read dimmeter wis |

placed by Bowditeh at tive houndred foet |

for s hiall mile for

lensi, nul one
greatest dinmet r,

Fhie lurgget limit is uwing to the varions
enlimntes #ill size from the places of ob
servation, they being less relinble than its
altitude and conrse.  The nervlite
over something more than one Lundred
and seven miles, daring visibility, at a dis-

tunce of eighteen wmiles from the earth's

| garden followed by the company.

| three Londons of 1800,

moved |

1860.

surfuce, Iis velocily wae =hout three milu1
per second.  An explosion took place over
Weston, and masses of stone fell, weighing
sbout half a ten. This eould have been
buta very small part of the original, which
must have continued on its course; and the
observation nt Weston, of its gradusl dis.
arance, favorsthe ides. As its course
southerly, and nearly in the meridian
of that pluce, the other fragments, if it de-
scended, inust have fallen into the ocean,

The next aervlite was seen all over New
Englaud on the evening of September 80,
1850, and is in some respects the nost re-
markable ot any on record. It is sometimes
known ns the “Junny Lind Meteor,” on ae
count of its existenve, within the greal
dome o) the Cambridge ()baerrutory, Leing
tirst made known by the illustrious wvocal
ist turning suddenly ad excitingly away
from the great telescope, where she was
viewing the planet Ssturn, near which the
neroliteexploded. The sudden illumination
of the field of the telescops, by the nerolite,
wis the cnu<e of her surprive. The writer
will never forget the startling effect of the
sudden concentration of greal light in the
field of the ecomet-seeker with which Le wxs
exploring, at the time, a region of the heay-
ens, quite remote from that in which the
nerolite exploded. The astronomers of the
“brervatory uoted very exacily the place of
explosion among the stars, and executed
drawings of the wonderful radinnee it left be-
hind, which remuined vis|l e plavetin differ-
eit furos for wore than an hour,  Tts eourse,
in the east, was in a northerly  dircetion,
P Cninbridge and Nantucket observations
nile its distance from the former place at
the time of its explosion sbout one hundred
miles, und  fifty miles above the ceenn.
Fiie durntion of s light renders this nero
lite memorable,

Thie third, and probiably mueh the largest,
wats that which appeared on the eveuing of
July 20, 1860,  lts appearance in the enrly
jrart of the evening was favorabls for gen
erul observation; and it appears to hiave
been seen from Montreal to Norfolk, Va.,
and fiom Detroit to Portland, Me. Its phy
sienl appearance in this vicinitly was that
of two separite nucler, side by side, throw-
ing olf sparks which made a bright wrain
of s vernl degrees in length. It is somewhat
remarkable that the usual phenomena of
explosion was nowbere seen, This is sus-
tuined by the fuct that as yet no no'se was
henrd emanating from the avrolite. In all
probubility it passed on its planetary career.
Fie approximate ealeulstions of 'rof. Bond,
of Cumbridge, and Dr. Perkins, of Newbu-
ryport, apparently based on ditferent ob
servations, coneur in making its course
nently over the northern part of Pennsyl-
vania and New Jersey, aud Long Island
Sound, with a velocity of abour 25 -miles
per second, at an elevation of 22 miles above
the earth. The magnitude, velocity, and the
course of this bady will, undoubtedly, be
vory exactly ascertnined from the great
nuinber of observatious made om it during
its visibility.

The phenomenon is ususlly so sudden
and so startling, that itis gone befure the ob-
server thinks to note its place among the
sturs when first and last seen, and the
time and duration of its uppenrunce, which
won'd furnish data for the ealeulation of the
clements of s path, in connection with
‘ersons observing
these boddies wonld grently aid  sciennfic
men in their investigation of aerclites, if
they would attend 1o (he nuthing of the
nbove few simple facts,

Carnice oF A BravriFvrn Manks.
MAN.—The Paris correspondent of the New
York Fxpress relates this singular story:

A young, beantiful and wealthy |:niy.
widow of u French officer who los: his life at
the assault of Malakoff, has chosen a second

{ husband after a somewhat eccentic fushion,

arising either from martial disposition, or
the difficnlty of a selcetion between no less
than ten sighing aspirants for her hand.
Madam C. nvited the ten gentlemen to

| breakfast at her country villa, and luu'ing

thus united her suitors, informed them
that she wonld unite herselt to that one of
thewm who woulld consent to hold in his
hand a watch for her to fireat and break
with n pistol, at twenty paces.  Nine of the
party didn't eare to run the risk exnoted by
this female Travis, but the tenth. a young
merchant, courngeously@@termined to fulfil
the condition imposed.  Madam €. loaded

| her pistol forthwith, and stepped into the

The
twenty paces were measared, the mercan-
tile hero pulled out h's watch, gallantly
refusing one not mueh larger than a frane,
offered by the lady, and fearlessly assumed
his place. The amuazon took deliberate
aim; bang! went the pistol, and down tam-
bled the wateh, pioreed to the cap. The
gentleman, unharmed by theadventure, has
warried the rich widow and bought a new
titue pieee.
SR AR

LoNpox A irs Growrn.—The city
of London, says the Registrar General, now
covers 121 square miles. It is equal to
It increases in
population at the rate of one thousand a
week, half by births (their excess over
deaths) and halt by immigration (their ex-
cess over emigration.)  If is remarkable

it in Londonone in six of thoss who leave
the world dies in one of the publie institu-
tions—iu workhoase, hospital, asylum or
prison,  Near'y one ineleven of the deaths
are in a workhonse,

Fanny Fern cowes to the econclusion that
a woman is better without than with male
reltives,  “If) " shie saye, you have a hus-
band that won't support you, your father

[ wor't help you because you are married,

and your nnele won't help you because
yowve gota father and brothers, anl your

"8 consins won't help you beeause you've got

plenty of uncles, and nobody else will help

one whom ligsband, father, brothers, uncles |

and cousins surround,”
—_— e r———
Lot the youtl who stands at the bar with
a glass of liquor in his hand, consider whieh
he had better throw away~the liquor or

We grow “tall corn” in A
world in beginning to find it out. -
year brings the fuct more and more
to the perceptive and *digestive facult
all _ei\l{iilid humani hm'" ull
truths, it did not gain eredit onee. T
everybody seen il.slme with {h.m 1
but not soon ti.e other side ofghe water, 1
first accounts of the productiveness
western prairies were read by our B B
hamshire Girmers with abont us muech 3
#pect ns the fish stories ofthe mailor Sinbud.
It took even the highest dignitaries of the”
land & long while 10 get faitly up to n levei
with the actoal fact. Even ai this day
there ix an ear of corn in tbe British Musee’
um which enjoys a very distin oo

sideration as & curicsity. It divides sl '
tion, we do not say equally, but ﬁ
fractiooally, with the Ninevah Bull and the

t Xohinoor. Itis a perfect marvel
;‘:I:“cuutiu Julin Bull; and set it hhg;:

very simple history, nnd it is not a
extraordinary enr of corn witer all. It reach- 5
ed its preseut distiuction something in &kﬂ :
wise: g

T the month of January, 1847, at a cer-
tain dinner party in London, at which &
Jolin Russell, Lord Morpeth and many' AN
distinguished men were present, the conver-
sation turied upon the [rish famine; and the '
remark was mude by Lord Jolin that here-
joiced that 50 good n substitute for the nae'
tive breadstutf bad leen found as Indiam
corn. Turuing to Mr Bates, Amerienn
partner in the house of Baring Brothers,
lis lerdship went on to say: .

* Wiy, Bates, some of the coba lave
twelve or fourteen rows of grain on them.”

Mr. Bates coolly replied :

“ Yes, my lord, I hive seen from twenty
1o tweuty-four rows on a cob.”

“Thut isa rare Yankeeism” was the
pleasant retort of the -Premier; and the
whole company shouted in approval. |

The burst of merriment over, Mr:lﬂﬂ'
bought his peace by a wager of a divuer
for the company l“,l()iiﬂd_ that he could
produce such an ear, (ST

“Done!l" exclnimed Lord Julin; add the
bet was clinched.

ed home, bui not entirely at ease. Ile had
done a strange thing; for the first time in
lis life he had made an en ment he was
ot nbsolutely certain of hisability to fulfil
Ile had misgivings that be had reshly
pledged the honor of his, country. It

been long since Lie lovked upon an American
crib; and however patiently he winnowed
the corn-ucopia of Lis memory, he found
that the cobs of bis early days had guone
glimmering through ke lapse of time,
wwong the things that were now so far off
Miat e c3uld not count the rows, He was-
ns Plautus would say, redactus ad

in Yunkee puriance, hard up.” Bat Fortune
fuvors the brave. It Lappeued that s friend
of ours dropped in next day at the enn:z
Louse of the Barings. Mr. Bates,
brightening face, hailed hLim, aud made
kuown his difieulty.

“Yuu nre sufe,” was the response; “ if [
live to get liome you shiall huve even & bige
ger ear than you have promised.” P

Qur friend G soon returned, and
straightway wrote to Messrs. Rogers and
Reynolds, of Lufayette, Indiann, telling
the story, and begging them, fur the honor
uf the eountry, 1o come to the rescure, sml
turn the talles on Lord Johin, showing them
what Yankees could do.

In July following Mr. G
by express froimn Lafayelte a nicely
box, contnining six ears of horse Woth corm, -
two of which hwl twenty-nine rows, two
thirty-one and two eIty Two. The box
was forthwith addiessed 10 = J, Baten, Ol
care of Messrs, Baring, Brothers & Co. llli?-
ped by Black Ball Line, eare of the Liverpool
House.” It renched its destination, and
Lord Julin Russell, first Loed of the Trensu
r¥y third son of the late Duke of Bedford by
the second  dungliter of George Viscount
Torrington, snd lineal descendant of Lord
Willian  Bassell, the martyr of Liberty,
“avlnowledged the corn 4

The dinner wus won,  Joshua Bates did
not perpetrate 4 *Yankeeisin, anid the Brit-
ish Musenm holds the wophy. Vieela Re-
pull ':lm:.'

received

—————— R e

Miss ParrersoN.—A matter rather
singular foreibly impresse | itself npon wa
some weeks ago, but I neglected noticing
itup to the present time. Passing along
our streets the next day after the announes-
ment of the death of Prince Jerome Bona-
parte, | saw his wie—Miss Patterson—
now near her eightieth year, walking omt
in her wsusl costume, unconcerned as if
nething had happened. She i
knew the fact; but knowing her '
ties I was not surprised” Jd¢ is no uncom-
mon thing to see this veserable lady in the
public marts agteyding persovally to  busi-
ness.  She often gollects her own rents, and
takes a flire at stock speeulations when the
fever is up. At all times, w
crown juwc‘: glittering with di of
the purcst water, is displayed u her
forchead, whilst her arms are wh: skin
smooth and Yender as a maiden of sixtesn.
She is reallylg remarkable woman. There
is & deep stoi¥ism and unbending philese-
¥ Eple'l with independence in
ok, which one out of a
ale, does not po
ought is loto wi
f‘sRapu;?Piu sho esteems com-
teful; and now, though a citizen

ymain, and without anything |
we herself upon h&
e lives in the ideal of la bells
Her greatest ambition is to hese
grandson-—yoang Ji ME
i

the French army, rising to honor s
perisl disinetion, . A lams ﬁ'."l
aneual incomo, which is large, is ;

ted to his service. At her ‘ :
presumed, he will fulerit her entire
tune, as she is not on terms of

with her

hiwselt,

The dinner passed off.  Mr. Bates return-  *

T
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